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insatiate, hungering for human lives and stately
vessels, that it may cast them up mumbled and
mangled after having robbed them of life and treasure.
It is a rainy coast. It is said in Devon, and the
same is true here:
The west wind comes, and brings us rain;
The east wind blows it back again;
The south wind brings us rainy weather;
The north wind, cold and rain together.
When the sun in red doth set,
The next day surely will be wet;
But, if the sun should set in grey,
The next will be a rainy day.
When buds the ash before the oak,
Then that year there'll be a soak;
But, should the oak precede the ash,
Why then expect a rainy splash.
The moist air from the ocean condenses over the
land, and envelops it in fine fog or rain. But when
the sky is clear, with only floating clouds drifting along
it, the sunlight and shadows that fall over the land-
scape through the vaporous air are exquisite in their
delicacy of colour; the sun-glearns soft as primrose,
the shadows pure cobalt, tenderly laid on as the
bloom on the cheek of a plum.
As the tall cliffs on this wild coast lose themselves
in mist, so does history, which attaches itself to many
a spot along it, stand indistinct and weird in its veil
of legend. Kings and saints of whom little authentic
is known, whose very dates are uncertain, have given
their names to castle and crag and church.
Tintagel Rock is crowned with the ruins of the
stronghold of Duke Gorlois, whose wife became
the mother of the renowned Arthur, by Uther Pen-
dragon. We have the tale in Geojfry of Monmouth.
There, in the home of the shrieking sea-mews, Arthur
uttered his first feeble cries. It is a scene well suited
to be the cradle of the hero of British myth—a
tremendous crag standing out of the sea, which has

